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LAW  AND  CRIME 

Wcstley  F.  Deitchler 

The  Montana  Code  Annotated  defines 
law  thusly:  "Lav;  is  a  solemn  expres- 
sion of  the  will  of  the  supreme  pow- 
er of  the  state."  This  is  i,uch  an 
unob]ective  definition  of  law  that 
Hitler  and  Stalin  could  have  used  it. 
Law  is  whatever,  anything,  govern- 
ment says  it  is.  According  to  that 
definition  there  are  no  Units  on 
government . 

Crime  is  defined  in  Black's  Law 
as,  "A  violation  of  a  statute."  Thus 
government  can  declare  any  act  as  a 
crime  no  matter  how  harmless. 

As  an  example  of  what  such  defini- 
tions could  allow  is  that  in  one  Ca- 
nadian province  it  is  a  crime  to 
grow  potatoes  in  one's  back  yard.  We 
have  all  heard  of  silly  laws  here  at 
home  in  the  U.S. 

More  serious  examples  exist  here 
in  Montana.  Innocent  acts  are  routine- 
ly defined  as  crimes  using  a  back 
door  method.  There  are,  for  instance, 
no  direct  laws  defining  the  innocent 
acts  of  driving  a  car  or  working  as 
a  doctor  or  lawyer  or  plumber  as 
crimes . 

But  licenses  are  required  for  per- 
forming these  acts.  The  definition 
of  license  is:  permission,  granted 
by  a  competent  authority,  to  do  some- 
thing that  without  it  would  be  ille- 
gal . 

So  even  though  driving  and  working 
have  never  been  directly  defined  as 
crimes,  they  have  indirectly  been 
defined  as  such  in  a  purely  unconsti- 
tutional manner.  The  Constitution  was 
supposed  to  protect  us  against  these 
types  of  encroachments  on  the  liber- 
ties of  innocent  people  but  legisla- 
tors have  found  a  way  around  the 
Constitution  by  vague,  equivocal  de- 
finitions of  law  and  crime. 

A  proper  definition  of  law  would 
be:  Law  is  the  formal  set  of  rules 
governing  the  use  of  force  and  fraud 
in  a  given  geographical  area.  A  con- 
stitution is  a  set  of  laws  governing 
those  in  government.  Statutes  govern 
the  use  of  force  by  citizens. 


The  purpose  of  law  is  to  secure 
the  rights  of  the  innocent. 

The  proper  definition  of  crime 
should  be:  A  crime  is  a  violation 
of  a  right. 

This  would  apply  both  to  those 
in  government  and  citizens.  No  one 
would  be  above  the  law  free  to 
harm  the  innocent. 

At  present,  under  the  definitions 
of  law  and  crime,  government  has 
freed  itself  to  commit  many  viola- 
tions of  rights  with  impunity.  It 
has  become  authoritarian  rather  than 
protective,  Big  Brother  rather  than 
shield  against  crime. 

I  talked  about  indirect  defini- 
tions that  result  in  violations  of 
rights  but  they  also  directly  define 
innocent  acts  as  crimes.  The  Consti- 
tution was  written  to  protect  the 
rights  to  life,  liberty,  property, 
and  pursuit  of  happiness  of  innocent 
citizens  against  government  viola- 
tions. But  if  one  pursues  his  happi- 
ness in  ways  disapproved  of  by  Big 
Brother  (and  Big  Sister)  he  is  thrown 
in  jail  or  prison,  sometimes  for  life, 

All  "morals"  squads  are  objective- 
ly criminal  organizations,  routinely, 
ruthlessly  violating  one's  rights  to 
life,  liberty,  property  and  pursuit 
of  happiness.  In  order  to  carry  out 
this  tyranny,  secret  police  have  to 
be  created  to  entrap  people  because, 
since  these  acts  have  no  victims,  no 
participants  in  the  acts  complain. 

If  government  wishes  to  under- 
stand what  is  wrong  in  our  society, 
it  need  look  no  farther  than  the 

mirror.  All  government  has  to  do  is 
define  more  innocent  acts  as  crimes, 
build  more  prisons  to  hold  these  new 
criminals.  In  fact,  just  define  all 
innocent  acts  as  crimes  and  put 
everyone  in  prison,  Then  you  could 
really  control  people. 
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NLtvitf  ER  ONE? 
Now  that  »ve  take  a  deep  look 
at  the  world  powers,  it  appears 
as  though  the  United  States  is 
the  strongest  nation  financially 
and  militarily.  This  became  evident 
as  the  U.S.S.R.  revolutionized 
and  became  several  separate  indepen- 
dent states.  We  know  of  the  U.S.S- 
.R.  's  nuclear  power  and  it  may 
still  be  there  but,  the  unity  of 
the  people  is  g,one«  China  has  many 
more  people  than  the  United  States, 
but  not  near  the  military  power, 
owe  tnat  to  tecnnology.  We  have 
much  influence  through  out  the 
world  and  could  alter  the  world 
market  in  a  short  time.  We  could 
bail  out  most  any  country  easily 
if  our  government  decided  too. 
All  we  do  affects  most  of  the  world. 
vVi  1  1  we  as  a  nation,  of  freedom, 
now  snow  that  we  are  number  one 
in  the  world,  do  our  best  to  nelp 
and  change  all  the  rest  of  the 
world  that  is  in  need.  As  it  seems 
tnat  we  are  number  one  in  the  world, 
does  not  nuniDer  one  mean  to  help 
all  the  otners?  To  most  minds  tnis 
is  a  common  understanding.  Will 
America  now  show  the  world  that 
we  are  number  oae?   The  first  step 
though  must  take  place  right  here 
in  our  homes  to  create  positivity 
and  deal  with  all  proolems  with 
i\o    selfishness  or  alternative  i- 
deals.  f  by  Daniel  R.  Froehlich, 

Close-  I  ) 
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COLORS 
by  Dan  Fr oe 1 i  ch 

As  I  look  towards  the  hills, 
I  see  before  me,  in  all  the  distance 
between  me  and  tne  mountain  peaks, 
plant  life  and  animals  of  many 
signs,  types  and  colors,  just  how 
many  do  I  see.  Tne  number  must 
be  many  dibits,  considering  all 
the  shades  of  color  my  eyes  see. 

To  try  and  figure  all  the 
different  colors  and  shades,  would 
be  a  near  impossible  feat.  It  seems 
because  of  Spring  and  now  as  Sumner 
becomes  nearer,  all  life  is  brignter 
and  more  colorful.  For  each  and 
every  living  thin6  has  it's  own 
distinct  color  manifested  on  it's 
species.  Some  seem  similar,  but 
very  few  are  exact.  As  we  say, 
that  something  finally  has  color, 
we  mean  it  has  again  become  healthy 
or,  matured.  As  we  gaze  and  wonder 
on  the  infinite  colors  and  shades, 
we  see  tnat  every  color  has  it's 
place  and  beauty.  We  have  no  idea 
how  dreary  our  lives  would  be  with- 
out all  the  different  colors  and 
snades . 

Can  we  add  color  to  our  world? 
Speaking  in  slang  we'd  then  have 
even  more  in  our  lives  once  we'd 
add  some  color  and  learn  to  appreci- 
ate it  being  from  one  of  our  own 
with  intention  for  all  to  cherish 
and  enjoy.  To  add  color  would  be 
but  a  positive  note  to  our  dull 
and  boring  existence.  Is  it  possible 
witn  1300  minds  to  add  color  to 
our  lives  within  this  institution? 
And  can  we  all  appreciate  what 
colors  can  be  given  by  otners  for 
all  of  our  enjoyment. 


the  earth.   This  we  know.   AM 
things  are  connected  like  the  blood 
which  unites  one  family.    All 
things  are  connected. 

Whatever  befalls  the  earth  be- 
falls the  sons  of  the  earth.   Man 
did  not  weave  the  web  of  life;  he 
is  merely  a  strand  in  it.   Whatever 
he  does  to  the  web,  he  does  to  him- 
self,  (by  Chief  Seattle,  submitted 
b  v  Da  v  e  Ma  d  e  r  a ) 
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DESTINY 
by  Les  Hartford 

All  of  us  have  been  dying, 
hour  by  hoar  from  the  moment  of 
our  birth.  Fully  realizing  this, 
place  all  things  in  proper  per- 
spective so  we  know  that  the  mount- 
ainous obstacles  we  face  are  really 
gopher  mounds  and  the  voracious 
beasts  waiting  to  devour  us  are 
in  truth  but  rabbits.  Death  is 
our  constant,  inevitable  c omp anion, 
we  must  not  fear  it.  Many  are  so 
affraid  of  dying  they  have  never 
1 i  ved. 

Know  that  the  more  enduring 
your  patients,  the  more  certain 
your  reward.  There  is  no  great 
accomp  1  i  shuient  that  is  not  the 
result  of  patient  working  and  wait- 
ing. Patience  is  bitter,  but  it's 
fruit  is  sweet.  With  patience, 
you  can  control  your  destiny  and 
have  what  you  rightfully  deserve. 
We  must  realize  that  one  cannot 
hurry  success  anymore  that  the 
flowers  can  bloom  before  there 
appointed  time.  What  house  was 
ever  built  but  one  brick  at  a  time. 
How  desperately  poor  are  those 
without  patience.  Neve?  has  a  wound 
healed  except  by  degrees. 

Life  is  a  game  of  but  few 
players  and  many  spectators,  im- 
possible to  advance  in  unless  one 
has  goals  to  attain  and  perseverance 
to  work  diligently  for  fulfillment. 
One  who  has  no  dreams,  plans  or 
goals  must  not  be  pitied  when  they 
made  their  choice  by  making  no 
choice.  Without  patience  striving 
towards  one's  goals,  as  frustrating 
as  it  must  at  times  be,  failure 
is  a  certainty. 

No  situation  by  which  we  are 
confronted  is  permanent,  good  or 
bad  it  will  not  last.  Change  is 
inevitable.  Always  have  faith  that 
conditions  will  change,  though 
our  hearts  be  heavy,  our  body  and 
pride  bruised,  our  pockets  empty 
and  no  one  to  comfort  us.  Hold 
on.  just  as  we  know  the  sun  will 
rise,  so  will  our  period  of  mis- 
fortune come  to  an  end. 


Every  failure  is  only  a  step 
towards  success;  a  building  block 
in  the  proper  perspective  is  never 
a  stumbling  stone.  Our  greatest 
antagonists,  in  the  final  analysis 
are  our  best  helpers.  We  cannot 
dwell  on  the  loves  tnat  foolishness 
or  fate  have  caused  us  to  lose 
so  long  ago.  Will  such  memories 
recalled  help  our  digestion  this 
.nor  n  i  ng? 

Friends  dead,  wordsthat  wound- 
ed, grudges  undeserved,  loyalties 
betrayed,  why  do  we  a  1 1  insist 
on  clingin6  to  these  cobwebs  of 
the  mind  until  there  is  for  a  happy 
thought,  barely  room  to  exist. 
We  are  also  cursed  over  unwarranted 
worry  about  tomorrow's  possible 
blunders,  mis-spoken  word  of  feared 
tragedies  about  things  that  will 
probably  never  happen.  We  have 
enough  worries  just  one  hour  at 
a  time  without  invitin0  unnecessary 
fears. 

How  very  different  we  are 
than  the  babe  we  were  born  with 
nothing.  We  have  long  struggled 
in  the  name  uf  security  to  surround 
ourselves  witi  multitudes  of  heavy 
baggage  that  at  times  is  more  a 
punishment  that  pleasure.  The  true 
value  of  what  we  are  worth  is  not 
measured  necessarily  in  material 
goods,  as  it  should  be  in  the  true 
treasures  we  seek.  Love,  peace 
of  mind  and  happiness  are  jewels 
of  unmeasured  wealth  within  the 
grasp  of  all,  that  no  amount  of 
coin  or  land  can  exalt  or  suppress. 

Ultimately,  the  final  truth 
be,  that  without  faith,  nothing 
really  matters  or  makes  any  differ- 
ence. 


CONCERNING  THE  COVER 
The  artwork  for  this  Holiday 
issue  of  the  Express  was  done  by 
Henry  Belden;  the  theme  provided 
by  Bill  Leininger,  cribbed  from 
the  Holy  Bible,  Matthew  18:12-14. 
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(From  the  Glacier 
Reporter) 


To  the  Editor: 

To  those  who  know  me  and  those 
who  don't,  my  name  is  Clyde  J. 
Home  Gun,  #29319.  I'm  sentenced 
to  the  Niontana  Staic  Prison  for  a 
crime  I  committed,  (Justice  was 
served!).  But  this  letter  here  that  I'm 
writing  to  you  all  consists  of  a 
different  kind  of  justice,  the  justice 
of  real  truth  and  of  .cat 
understanding.  Native  Americans 
must  recognize  what  is  written  in 
this  letter.' 

What  I  write  might  come  as  a 
surprise  to  you,  and  what  is  wruten 
in  this  letter  is  for  you  to  decide  for 
•  yourself.  This  knowledge  I  cannot 
keep  to  myself.  Therefore  what 
knowledge  I  have  received  through 
prayer  in  our  native  manner  of 
honor  and  tradition,  through  my 
patience  and  awareness  that  my 
hea.1  received  this,  I  choose  to  share 
with  you  all. 

First  I  would  want  for  you  all  to 
understand  that  everything  that 
happens,  happens  for  a  purpose. 
And  it  is  there  as  a  warning  to  alert 
your  awareness,  to  think,  to  pray! 
As  you  pray  to  the  Holy  One,  you 
place  your  trust,  faith  and  hope  in 
die  palm  of  His  hand,  proof  that 
you  cling  to  Him  in  times  of  trou- 
ble. 

Why  don't  you  think  about  the 
happenings  around  your 
surroundings  in  the  recent  past:  a 
heavy  snowstorm  in  August,  the 
earthquake  near  the  center  of  the 
Reservation,  the  landslide  on,  of  all 
mountains,  our  sacred  mountain 
(Chief  Mountain).  Think  for  a 
moment! 

I  think  and  believe  that  these 
were  messages  and  warnings  from 
the  Holy  One.  They  were  so  closely 
related  in  a  short  period  of  time, 
these  and  others  throughout  the 
continent  and  world.  You  see,  whe^1 
the  Holy  One  speaks.  He  will  send 
His  message  through  Mother  Earth, 
Mother  Nature  and  other  creations. 
He  has  given  this  to  us  as  His  gift. 
All  creation  is  under  the  authority 
of  the  Creator,  so  give  thanks 
respect  and  honor  to  the  Holy  One. 

And  our  dogs  cry  with  their 
different  cries  for  different  events  to 
occur;  horses,  coyotes,  eagles,  owls 
and  other  animals,"  how  they 
transfer  His  message  to  us.  It's 
amazing  if  you  know  or  wonder  ' 


how  He  vansfers  His  messages.  So 
'respect  yourself,  respect  creation 
and  honor  the  Holy  One. 

Be  not  afraid  of  truth,  honor, 
respect,  discipline,  and  be  patient 
with  yourself.  Be  patient  with  your 
parents,  your  brothers,  your  sisters 
and  your  family  because  we're  all 
family.  Struggle  against  your 
weaknesses!  Greed,  selfishness, 
gossip  without  fact  and  many  other 
weaknesses.  Hanging  on  to  these  is 
only  false  pride  and  leads  to 
discomfort  and  is  destructive  to  our 
Native  Nation. 

We  must  realize  this!  When  you 
hurt  someone,  you  hurt  yourself; 
when  you  respect  someone,  that 

'  respect  comes  back  to  you.  How 
can  you  find  peace  in  this  world  if 
you  cannot  find  peace  within 
yourself?  This  is  a  question  only 
you  can  find  the  answer  for 
yourself. 

For  each  one  of  us  there  is  our 
environment.  Each  environment  is 
different  from  the  other,  and  each  of 
our  environments  carry 
,  responsibilities  we  must  carry  out, 
and  how  we  use  our  time  to  carry 
out  our  responsibilities  is  for  us  to 
decide.  Responsibility  for  your 
body  to  satisfy  the  hunger  and  the 
thirst  to  carry  you  through  the  day, 
the  same  for  your  spirit/soul,  we 
must  not  neglect  to  fill  and  quench 
the  most  important  part  of  our 
being. 

.  Like  I  say,  all  things  in  creation 
are  under  the  authority  of  the  Holy 
One.    Mother    Earth,    Nature, ' 
Morning  Star,  all  stars,  the  Moon 

1  and  the  Sun  all  serve  a  purpose  for 
us.  Jesus,  Sacred  Peace  Pipe,  the 
Saints,  the  Holy  Medicine  Pipe- 
Men  and  all  tne  other  sacred  people 
all  speak  the  language  of  truth,  and 
we  must  not  turn  our  backs  on  the 
truth.  Like  the  fish,  the  birds  and 
the  animals  in  their  symbols  of 
beauty  and  strength  all  serve  a 

'purpose.  And  the  purpose  of  this 
fetter  is  for  ail  to  get  in  touch  with 
yourselves  to  find  your  purpose,  to 
humble, yourself. 

I  feel  that  I  should  mention  two 
strong  forces  on  all  reservations 
today.  One  is  alcohol  and  drugs 
together  that  we  all  know  well. 
These  chemicals  strip  us  from  our 
dignity,  unity,  respect,  loyally  and 


By 
Clyde  J.  Home  Gun 


responsibilities  to  mention  a  few. 
These  are  negative  weaknesses  of 
our  Native  Nation. 

Then  we  have  the  positive  side,  a 
strong  tool  to  use  to  grow  into  a 
strong  nation.  The  tool  is 
education! 

Our  Blackfcet  Nation  and  the 
other  tribes  have  great  potential. 
Why  don't  we  put  this  potential 
into  practice?  We  Native  American 
brothers  and  sisters  can  carry  this 
out  together  with  encouragement, 
supporting  each  other  side  by  side, 
not  ahead  nor  behind,  but  together 
in  "unity"  as  a  nation.  In  this 
manner  we'll  only  prosper  our 
children  into  a  nation  of  unity  and 

dignity. 

Our  leaders  must  recognize  this  if. 
they  are  dedicated  to  serve. the 
purpose  they  arc  elected  to  serve.  I 
know  and  understand  that  it  is  an 
ongoing  struggle  to  work  together 
as  one  (our  council  members)  for  us 
as  a"  nation,  and  not  for  their  own 
private  welfare  because  our 
Blackfect  nation,  and  other  tribes  as 
well,  are  only  as  strong  as  our 
leaders.  This  is  something  our 
leaders  must  take  into  consideration 
and  keep  on  their  minds  at  all 
times.  It's  only  right!  And  right  for 
the  people  they  serve. 

I  would  like  for  you  all  to  know 
that  it  is  hard  to  be  confined  and. 
locked  away  from  the  ones  you 
love.  I  hope  ttlaj.  you  understand 
this!  Justice  must.be  served.  But  1 
will  never  hang  my  head  so  low 
that  I  can't  lift  it  up  high  enough 
for  my  people. 

We  the  brothers  here  at  the 
Montana  State  Prison  are  from  all 
reservations  here  in  Montana  with 
some  from  out  of  state  and  one 
strong  body  of  natives.  We  are  full 
of  positive  encouragement  for  one 
another.  And  our  Prayer  Warriors 
group  place  you  brothers  and  sisters 
before  ourselves  in  our  prayers  each 
Saturday  while  we  attend  our  sacred 
ceremony,  our  sweat  lodge. 
Remember  our  people  on  our 
reservations  are  prayed  for  each  time 
we  honor  the  Holy  One. 

Thank  you  for  the  lime-you  look 
to  read  this  message! 

If  this  message  hit  home  (your 
heart),  remember  that  it  is  a 
message  of  peace  and  dignity. 

And  the  song  Amazing  Grace  is 
yours,  as  it  is  mine. 
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A  visiting  room 
photographer 
gets  his  photo 
taken  with  a 
happy  v  i  s  tor . 


Kids,  parents,  and  staff, - 
all  have  a  good  time  -  at  the 
annual   'hack  to  school  '  party 


PACE  7 


DOWNTOWN  DEER  LODGE  HORBY  STORE 


;  ill-  *  ^-v 

■liltf        '* 

kl 


ff       IsT* —  J      tX^| 


Floyd  Spurlock  is  the 
clerk- i n-charge  of  the 
Downtown  Hobby  Store.. 


Nice  displays  keep 
the  merchandise  movini 


"~^  ■ 
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"FREE  ONCE  AGAIN" 
by  Ron  Hornick 

I  sit  in  the  solitude  of  my  cell; 

iviy  mind  races  madly  ahead  as  I 

think 

of  being  free  once  again. 

The  hope  that  is  within  my  soul 

longs 

To  cry  out  from  the  agony  and 

angu  i  sh 

That  it  has  suffered  these  long 

years . 

It  seems  like  it  has  been  a  1 i  f e  — 

t  ime; 

Yet,  it  has  been  no  more  than 

the  bl ink 

of  an  eye. 

Fears  of  the  unknown  engulf  me 

as  I 

Will  have  to  face  once  again  on 

the 

outs  ide. 

1  think  about  having  to  start 

a  1 1  over 

Again  from  scratch;  buy  clothes, 

a  car , 

Food,  rent  and  all  the  other  things 

I 

will  need  to  have  and  to  do. 

I  did  all  these  with  great  ease 
at  one 

time.  Can  I  still  do  It?  Wi  1 1 
it  al  1 

come  back  to  me?  I  know  It  will, 
but  the 

adjustments  I  must  make  and  the 
ef  for  t  to 

not  come  back  will  challenge  the 
very  core 

of  my  being  and  take  all  the  str- 
ength I 

Have.  But  isn't  that  what  it  takes 
to  be  a 

survivor,  sheer  guts  and  determi- 
nation? I  am 
a  survivor. 

WHAT  COULD  BE 
Life  is  quicksilver  and  flys  by 
Live  each  day  like  it  was  your  last 
For  tomorrow  may  never  come 

And  you  may  miss  all  this  it  could  have  held. 
This  water  from  our  eyes  serve... 
To  cleanse  our  souls  of  fear... 
To  give  us  courage... 
To  become  ONE  again. 

Grab  the  golden  ring  when  it  passes  your  way, 
Take  joy  in  those  things  around  you. 
The  Gods  gave  us  Life,  Beauty  and  Love 
Live  these  things  to  the  fullest 
For  they  make  our  lives  wonderful. 
They  are  gifts  that  cannot  be  wasted, 
For  if  they  are.  .  . 

We  are  nothing  but  moonlight  on  a  lake... 
Reflections  of  what  could  be. 

by  Teresa  Roxberry-Robbins 


OLD  MAN  TliviE 
by  Tommy  Me  lone 

This  story  doesn't  start  out 
1  once  upon  a  t Ime. ' 
Its  the  same  old  story,  but  with 
a  d  i  f f erent  1 ine. 

Somewhere  down  the  line  you  stepped 
off  the  beaten  track, 
You  took  one  step  forward,  then  . 
fell  two  steps  back. 
You  can  blame  the  system,  you 
can  blame  it  on  the  rain, 
You  can  even  blame  yourself,  but 
still  the  fact  remains, 
All  your  dreams  have  ended,  temp- 
orarily put  as  I de , 
You  start  again  with  nothing, 
rebuilding  character  &  pride. 
Once  you  had  a  woman,  she  said 
you'll  have  a  home, 
Suddenly  she's  gone,  she  needs 
a  life  of  her  own. 
She's  easily  forgotten,  as  the 
days  go  s lowly  by, 
You  concentrate  on  others,  with 
a  more  appraising  eye. 
Once  you  had  a  life,  you  had  a 
hear  t ,  a  sou  1 , 

As  the  days  turn  Into  months, 
Old  Man  Time  takes  his  toll. 
Remember  not  to  be  bitter,  don't 
fall  apart  at  the  seams, 
For  Old  Man  Time  Is  waiting,  to 
take  away  your  dreams. 


TO  MY  EXPECTING  WIFE 
by  Mark  Nakata 

Honey,  all  though  I'm  caged 
like  a  mountain  lion  that  once 
walked  free  to  and  from  the  mountai 
sides,  the  system  of  justice  that 
is  so  blind  has  caged  my  freedom 
from  my  loving  wife  that  together 
we've  created  a  seed  of  an  unborn 
child. 

Babe,  you  carry  our  future 
of  a  new  born  life  of  innocence 
and  purity  that  someday  will  be 
made  up  of  all  of  our  wisdom  and 
knowledge  and  will  bring  unity 
throughout  the  world  to  show  people 
what  world  peace  is  really  all 
about . 

Honey,  in  my  deepest  thoughts 
and  dreams,  through  your  love  and 
devotion,  my  cage  to  be  free  will 
be  unchained  again,  when  our  new 
life  of  an  unblemished  child  is 
in  this  world  to  take  the  place 
of  another;  and  together  we  will 
always  benefit  no  matter  what  1 1 f es 
obstacles  brings  us,  we  will  over- 
come with  our  love  as  our  sword. 


n 
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ONCE  IN  A  LIFETIME 
To  each  thing 

belongs  Its  own  season 
To  each  thing 

belongs  Its  own  way 
In  my  heart 

you  are  the  reason 
I'll  love  you 

till  my  dying  day. 

Love'  comes  to  one 

but  once  In  a  lifetime 
And  so 

love  came  to  my  heart 
But  now 

you  say  your  not  mine 
There's  no  more  love 

so  now  we  must  part. 

By  parting 

you'll  deaden  my  soul 
But  with  me 

I  will  remai  n  whole 
I  gave  heart-n-soul 

to  this  one  love 
As  surely  as  God 

blessed  us  from  above. 

To  each  thing 

there  Is  a  season 
I  truly  hope 

that  ours  Is  not  gone 
For  each  thing 

there  Is  a  reason 
I  truly  be  1  ieve 

that  together  we  belong. 

So  for  this 

I  leave  It  up  to  you 
We' 1 1  walk  together 

or  I'll  a Iway s  be  b lue 
Birds  of  a  feather 

they  say  'stick  together' 
Always  loving  you 

I'll  remain  forever 

by  CAT 


FOREVER  GONE   by  D 

My  love  for  wisdom  ha 
into  a  depth  I  can  no 
I  see  the  sadness  in 
that  has  di 
Never  will  thy  brothe 
human  race  take  from 
I  curse  you  loved  one 
turn  my  back  on  thee. 
You  had  left  me  to  di 
times,  and  to  these  c 

fences I  sha  I  I 

wicked  walls  never  to 
to  have  any  further  k 
thine  future 
Your  foolish  words  wi 
on  you  r  fate  o 
You  can  no  longer  ret 
I  have  reached  my  ult 
and  g lory.  I  will  ne 
cries'for  my  comfort, 
old.   Reincarnation  t 


an  Cur  t  i  s 

s  brought  me 
t  escape  from, 
the  person 
ed  i  n  my  sou  I . 
r  in  this 
t h  i  ne  hear  t . 
s  who  made  me 

e  i  n  lone  1  y 
ursed  razor 
leave  these 

return  or  you 
nowledge  of 

II  bring 
f  destruction, 
urn  to  me  when 
imate  power 
ver  hear  your 

Bye  to  the 
o  the  new. 


"OKION" 
by  Joseph  Brooks 

Has  not  Orion  touched  the  ground? 

Did  not  the  stars  bow  by  sorrows 

need? 

From  the  symphony  of  night  their 

is  naught  a  sound. 

No  muse,  or  prophets,  or  gods 

to  heed. 

I  am  stuck  to  these  strange  premoii- 

I I  i  ons , 

That  conjour  dour  spirits  long 
lost. 

My  soul  finally  flees  in  angry 
sed  1  t  ion, 

And  the  days  of  splendour  are 
the  cost. 

So  reverent  we  leave, 
Age,  death,  and  time  call 
With  impervious  hearts. 
Paradise  was  a  charade, 
And  Orion  has  stayed. 


'IF' 
by  Brian  Hammond 

If  I  could  stop  the  world 
I'd  stop  it  just  for  you 
I ' d  take  you  on  a  r  ide 
through  space  and  time. 

If  I  could  change  history 
I'd  show  you  what  1  mean 
I  would  be  your  shinning  knight 
you  would  be  my  queen. 

If  I  could  change  time 
I'd  take  away  all  your  pain 
I'd  pray  to  the  heavens 
to  cleanse  it  with  sun  and  rain. 

If  I  could  change  your  mind 
I'd  be  your  forever  man 
I ' d  open  up  my  hear  t 
and  g  i  ve  you  all  I  can. 

If  I  could  choose  one  person 
to  share  with  me  my  1 i  fe 
I'd  be  on  bended  knee 
to  ask  you  to  be  my  wife. 

If  I  could  change  the  history 
of  romance 

there's  one  thing  you  can  bet 
I'd  be  your  rtoineo,  you'd  be  my 
Juliet. 

If  I  could  change  your  mind 
and  show  my  love  to  you 
I'd  go  through  hell  and  back  again 
just  to  prove  I  love  you. 

If  I  could  choose  just  one 
person 

to  love  witn  me  as  my  wife 
I'd  chouse  you  -  Jolie  Marie, 

For  you  are  my  life. 
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A  PRAYER  ["HUM  HKAVhlJ 

by  Jackie  Petersen 

I  am  in  Heaven  new,  so  do  not  weep. 

TTiose  Souls  for  whom  I  prayed — leave  you  to  keep. 

Those  "little  ones"  I  knew,  oh  how  they'd  yearn 

For  Christ's  redeeming  Love.  Please  help  them  learn. 

The  rich,  as  well  as  poor,  all  have  a  need. 

With  all  seek  a  rapport — their  needs  to  heedl 

Thus,  in  humility,  and  by  your  life 

Bring  Christ's  own  peace  to  men — amidst  life's  strifel 

When  you  discouraged  seem — do  not  give  in. 

Earth's  life  is  but  a  dream — press  forth,  and  vinl 

I  am  in  Heaven  now, — for  you  I  prayed. 

While  there  on  earth  below — a  place  He  made. 

But,  as  I  look  around  the  loved  ones  here, 

Some  faces  I've  not  found — some  loved  ones  dcarl 

I  can  no  longer  speak  with  human  voice — 

My  prayers  to  God  for  you  still  left  your  choice. 

Some  of  you  I  am  sure  to  meet  again. 

I  wait  for  you  to  come,  but  until  then — 

I  ask  not  flowers  or  praise — my  one  request — 

Live  for  Him  all  your  daysl  His  way  is  best! 

And  on  completion  there  of  life's  great  race, 

What  joy  to  meet  in  Heaven — to  see  His  face  I 

I  am  in  Heaven  now,  do  not  be  long. 

I  wait  for  you  to  join  the  raptured  throng  I 

"STOrfcvlBKI,\GEi<  9  2" 
by  Joseph  Brooks 

There  is  the  Stormbr i nger , 

just  a  real  d  e  a  u  ringer, 

For  shadowed  dreams  left  behind. 


Trie    thunder    comes    a    huimii 

When  that  s t ratocas ter ' s 

In  that  left  over  land  on 

sly. 

Yet 

not 

i  lear  d  around 

And  tne  last 


"5 

s  t  runmi  ng  , 
tne 


she  said:  "Storrnbr  i  nger  is 


ne r e  any  more . 

muse  fled. 
Perhaps  wre  will  meet  again  after 
We  return  over  soul  brid6e. 
So  we  wa  i  t  . 

We  are  tne  skeletons  of  heavenly 
abberations, 

we  are  tile  laughter  found  alone 
The  space  lines  of  ,-eptune. 
Then  once  more  the  sunset  fails, 


St ormor  i  nger  nas 


passed  wi  tn 
and  sorcerous 


His  incantations 

reve 1  a t  i  ons . 

You  think  you  know  now? 

Ask  your  shadow. 

Permit  tne  illusions  to  speak. 

Touch  her  with  every  tendril 

Of  the  soul. 

Stormbr infaer  turns  to  a  strato- 

caster 

ivioon  above  the  Sahara  dunes. 

For  iow  sleep  child,  S t ormbr i nger 

1 s  gone. 

Listen  to  lullabys  sun6  by 

The  nameless  hurricane. 


"BL1NLWL.SS  NOP  rOR  THE  BLINJ" 

Blindness  is  not  for  the  blind 

a  1  one , 

It  is  also  for  those  with  hearts 

made  of  stone. 

It  is  for  the  people  who  know 

no  fear; 

It  is  for  the  people  who  shed 

not  a  tear. 

.  Blindness  is  not  just  a  physical 
trait. 

Blindness  is  also  an  emotional 
state. 

Blindness  comes  in  some  terrible 
forms ; 

Like  prejudice,  injustice,  and 
hatred,  beyond  norms. 

Physical  blindness  is  not  a  choice. 

It's  a  world  of  darkness,  of  shad-' 

ows  wi  thout  voice. 

Emotional  blindness,  a  choice 

that  we  make, 

sets  our  souls,  our  very  existance, 

at  s  take. 

We  are  blind  to  injustice. 
We  choose  not  to  see. 
Until  it  has  some  personal  effect, 
And  shares  a  spirit  that  was  free. 
We  are  blind  to  prejudice, 
Even  at  this  late  stage, 
Not  car  ing  for  all  races, 
.Showing  only  violence  and  raje. 

We  are  blind  to  the  prisoner, 
Wno  is  trying  to  change, 
Treating  him  like  a  dog, 
That  is  striken  with  mange. 

We  are  blind  to  the  pain, 
Of  tnose  hurt  deep  inside. 
From  those  who  are  suffering. 
Our  eyes,  we  choose  to  hide.' 

The  list  is  as  endless, 

As  the  darkness  of  the  blind. 

Thei  r  '  s  is  phys  ical  . 

Ours    in    the  ivliitd!    by  m.    Conk  I  in 


WASTING  AWAY! 

By  J 


She  1  don 


As  we  sit  here  in  these  little  rooms 
Our  lives  are  filled  with  gloom 
We  have  no  one  to  blame  but  ourselves, 
Searching  for  fame  in  the  dirty  dope 
game.   Should  have  known  better,  but 
the  hype  was  too  high,  now  we  sit  in 
these  little  rooms  with  tears  in  our 
eyes.   Thinking  of  how  it  could  have 
been,  if  he  wouldn't  have  told,  hop- 
ing we  get  out  before  we're  too  old. 
But  then  again  what  is  time  anyway! 
I'll  tell  you  what  time  is,  it's 
everything,  when  you're  locked  up  and 
was  t  ing  away. . 
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HURTING 
by  Peggy  D.  Donahue 

I  hear  him  knocking 
God ,  I  cacic  let  hi  III  in... 
I'm  feeling  something 
Wher«e  nothing  has  been. 
I  hear  him  knock  in b 
He's  at  my  front  door, 
I  jusc  cant  answer, 
Lord  I've  been  there  before. 
And  the  hurcin'  always  wins. 

I  still  hoar  him  knocking, 
Oh  what  shal  1  1  do? 
wiy  hear  t  i  s  ach  i  ng  .  .  . 
I 'm  break  i  ng  i  n  two . 
I  want  to  answer  and  say,  "I  know 
you  ! 

Come  in  and  hold  me  God,  I  want 
you  too. " 
but  the 
hur  t  i  n ' 


hurtin'  always  wins, 
a  iway s  wins. 


the 


I  am  so  lonely,  but  not  always 

a  1  one . 

You  scare  me  so  badly 

Right  down  to  the  bone. 

Oh  God,  STUP  KNOCKIW 

AIN'T  NOBODY  riOvlE! 

Cause  the  hur  tin' . ...  the  hurtin' 

always  wins. ..the  hurtin  always 

wins. 

You  know  I  want  you, 

And  I  know  it  too- - 

That's  why  I'm  crying  and  begging 

of  you- - 

My  mind  says  don't  hurt  me-- 

/\nd    please   go   away-- 

but  my  heart  screams 

"baby-PLEASE-baby  STAY!" 

but  the  hurtin '...the  hurtin'  always 

wins. . 

The  hurtin'  always  wins. 

I  hear  you  knocking-- 

God,  should  I  let  him  in? 

I'm  feelii.g  something  where  uothin6 

has  been. 

I'm  going  Ci<AZY--he's  at  my  front 

door  -  - 

And  maybe. ..just  maybe. ..The  hurtin' 

wi  I  1 

not  wi  n .  .  . 
Yes,  just  maybe  this  time  it  won't 
win... 
The  hurtin'  just  cant  .viii! 


"FOR  THE  GOOD  OP  THE  CHILD" 

By  C.  Van  Pel t 

We  toss  aside  all  thought  or  rhyme 
For  we  are  right  all  the  time 
And  proof  or  facts  aren't  worth  a  dime 
We're  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 

Sit  and  imagine  deeds  so  foul 
Then  go  and  take  the  child  somehow 
No  need  for  truth,  we've  got  it  now 
It's  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 

Then  go  to  court,  the  truth  to  swear 

Go  ahead  and  lie,  the  judge  don't  care 

You  make  good  parents  pull  their  hair 

It's  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 

And  to  the  hostage  child  you  say 
"They  did  not  want  you  anyway" 

And  this  is  how  you  earn  your  pay 
It's  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 

For  we  are  Social  Workers  strong 
And  woe  to  them  who  prove  us  wrong 
If  we  had  hearts,  we'd  not  last  long 
We're  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 

We  must  work  our  deeds  so  sick 
We  tell  mo  re  lies  and  try  to  trick 
Then  cover  up  our  filth  so  thick 
With  "for  the  good  of  the  child" 


UNFORGETTABLE 
The  tears  I  shed .  .  . 

Are  they  in  vain? 

Do  they  serve  a  purpose? 
So  many  have  died  for  the  word  "Freedom"... 

Was  it  really  worth  it? 

Did  it  accomplish  anything? 
In  a  War  that  devastated  our  lives... 

Did  my  father  come  home? 

Is  my  Brother  still  there? 
Senseless  was  the  destruction... 

Can  we  rebuild  shattered  hopes? 

Is  anyone  listening? 
All  life  must  come  to  an  end... 

Must  it  be  through  violence? 

Must  we  force  our  beliefs  on  other  nations? 
Men  fight  for  an  obscure  ideal'.... 

Did  they  really  believe? 

Where  they  just  pawns  in  a  political  game? 
When  nations  can  settle  desputes  peacefully... 

Will  there  be  an  end  to  senseless  slaughter? 

Will  War  stop? 
If  these  tears  serve  a  purpose... 

Then  that  purpose  is  one  that  lets  those 

we  love  live  on  in  our  minds  and  hearts 
So  that  generstions  to  come  will  know  and 

remember  them  as  we  do... 
While  life  was  coursing  through   their 

bodies  and  love  for  God  and  Country 

was  more  than  an  ideal... 
For  them  it  was  life...  or  death. 

by  Teresa  Roxberry  Robbins 


Once  a^ain  th i    political  year 
is  upon  us  and  the  citizens  have 
an  opportunity  to  change  the  social 
climate  of  i.he  country.  The  only 
-thing  that  can  make  our  country 
a  kinder  and  gentler  nation  is 
a  change  in  political  philosophy 
which  interprets  tie  Bill  of  lights 
as  trie  American  people's  insurance 
jolicv  of  freedom  and  not  as  a 
piece  of  literature  without  a  vision 

of  the  future. 

In  1983  I  was  sarcastically 
labeled  as  the  'Tom  Wicker  of  the 
stripped  suit  set'  by  conservative 
columnist  Don  Feder  of  the  Boston 
Herald.  His  journalistic  idealo^y 
is  why  public  opin'on  is  in  the 
state  it's  in.  As  It  stands  I  won't 
be  making  any  personal  political 
endorsements  of  candidates  .this 
election  year  so  the  republican 
party  cannot  use  my  choices  as 
cheap  shot  'demagoguery   My  concern 
for  the  U.S.  Supreme  Court  was 
my  major  reason  to  speak  out  in 
1988.  The  court  is  now  in  a  position 
to  serve  the  conservative  agenda 
for  many  years  to  come.  The  federal 
system  has  been  flooded  by  conser- 
vative judges  who  are  clones  of 
the  rleagan-Bush  idealogy.  The  de- 
cisions of  the  w'a rren  Co u r  t  will 
all  be  vitiated  by  the  turn  of 
the  century.  One  must  ask  what 
impact  will  the  direction  of  the 
court  have  on  this  country?  A  ser- 
ious scenero  will  develop  by  the 
middle  of  the  next  century.  Most 
peoples  children  will  still  be 


by  Kevin  Murphy 
alive  by  then.  In  the  year  2053 
at  our  current  rate  of  incarceration 
ha  1 f  of  tne  U.S.  population  will 
be  in  prison!  That  isn't  blown 
out  of  proportion  statistical  pred- 
iction. That  is  a  rna  thamat  ica  1 
fact!  The  people  possess  the  power 
to  alter  this  inevitable  ti  me  i  n 
the  not  so  distant  future.  The 
tool  of  c  r  i  me  and  drug  hysteria 
has  created  an  entrancing  issue 
for  modern  America.  Politicians 
must  start  resisting  the  temptation 
to  use  its  manipulative  force, 
and  the  citizens  must  ^rasp  the 
analytical  vision  to  decimate 
tne  truth. 

Although  much  is  made  of  old 
fashion  basic  American  values  no 
one  should  sacrifice  liberty  for 
virtue.  If  our  modern  society  is 
to  advance  into  the  next  century 
tolerance;  must  prevail  over  apa- 
thy. Only  then  can  we  say  we  are  a 
civilized  society  with  evolving  stan- 
dards of  decency. 

The  issues  in  this  coming  elect- 
ion year  should  be  on  the  social  sco- 
toma's  in  America.  The  truth  must  be 
disected  from  public  opinion  that  has 
been  conditioned  upon  ail  innocence 
which  is  not  innocent.  To  ignore  what 
might  be  happening  to  someone  else 
brings  you  that  much  closer  to  being 
a  victim.  \ye  cannot  become  complacent 
when  it  comes  to  freedom.  The  gover- 
nment will  not  limit  it's  power  on 
its  own.  Only  the  Anerican  people 
can  do  that.  1993  would  be  a  good 
start. 


HELPING  JERRY'S  KIDS 


Five  inmates  tro..:  the  low  side 
who  did  duty  on  the  telephones 

during  the  Labor  Day  telethone 
that  obtained  money  for  the 
Mu scular  Dystrophy  people. 
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All  Star  Ump  ires 


Lo  Side  All -Star  Team 


Brad  Hunt  i  nger 
does  his  1 aps 


4  •*-   |T"%  i 


&■?  ^Jf . 


I 
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The  Staff  Softbal 1  Club 


-1    -  1 

__ 

■  «&■  ill      j& 

Wmk^~'  'MtiiMteJi^gw^^ii^iS 

Mighty  swing  from  a  staffer. 


| 

♦£    WHAT 

6      IS 

♦g     IT? 
p£  Can  anyone 
{£   name  it? 
p£  Does  anyone 
£<♦  want  to? 
* 
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OLD  MONTANA  STATE  PRISON 


In  view:  lower  2  below;  gaily  4  above 


Cel 1  Block  Cage 


View  of  the  Yard 


A  typica 1  ce 1 1 


Not  a  nice  place  to  be 
no  matter  how  you  look 
at  it. 


Outside  view  from  the  Northeast 


9Xkll 


I'v-i 


<* 


LABOR  HAY  OUTfNC 

Ml  kinds  of  contests  - 
horseshoes,  Softball  throw, 
basketball  toss,  etc.;  good 
music  too.   Ice-creaiti  and  cake 
donated  by  the  Inmate  "el  fare 
Fund  -  all  helped  to  make  this 
holiday  a  good  one.   The  weather 
was  great  also  -  for  a  change ! 
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KNOWLEDGE  AND  INFORMATION  CREWS    LOW- SIDE  L I RRARY 


Asst.  Librarian  Brian  Fox 


Lo-Side  Legal  Aide 


The  low  side  library  houses 
many  units  of  staff  and  pa- 
t  rons . 

Inmates  from  the  low  side 
receive  as  much  help  as  hu- 
man 1  y  possible. 

The  low  side,  as  well  as  the 
high  side,  is  under  the  dir- 
ection of  Librarian  Dave 
Beatty  and  his  assistant 
Br  i  an  Fox. 


The  Sound  Booth  Crew 


Library  Clerks 


Lo-Side  Expres s -F I yer  staff 
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CCMVENTARY 

by  St  acy  Ha  1 1 

Man  speaks  of  learning  from. the 
past  to  prevent  in  the  future,  yet  he 
continues  to  repeat  the  past  to  paint 
the  future.   After  the  riot  in  Maxi- 
mum Security  in  1991,  Montana  State 
Prison  shifted  to  extremes  in  many  of 
its  policies.   Important  social  con- 
trol tools  such  as  timely  classifica- 
tion movements  to  lower  custody  lev- 
els, hobbies,  recreation,  and  availa- 
bility to  fair  and  impartial  discip- 
linary and  due-process  have  all  been 
taken  from  the  inmate  population. 
Confused  and  unsure  of  our  future, 
inmates  of  MSP  accepted  many  of  the 
nagative  and  punitive  changes  in 
hopes  that  they  will  bring  a  more  se- 
cure and  stable  living  environment. 
As  we  are  slowly  finding  out,  stabil- 
ity is  not  coming  as  we  hoped  and  our 
frustrations  are  continually  growing. 

Montana  State  Prison  is  currently 
faced  with  a  situation  that  could  de- 
stroy what  little  the  men  of  this  in- 
stitution have  left  of  their  world. 
Many  inmates  believe,  including  my- 
self, that  the  administration  is  ig- 
noring our  concerns  and  pretending  as 
if  everything  is  OK  whan  everything 
is  not  OK.   1  don't  wish  to  see  MSP 
thrown  into  chaos  over  the  same  issues 
that  led  to  the  last  disturbance  in 
this  institution.   Because  I  hold  a 
concern  for  the  current  conditions 
affecting  the  morale  of  population, 
I  will  spend  this  time  to  bring  some 
very  important  issues  to  the  atten- 
tion of  the  administration  in  hopes 
that  they  will  listen  to  our  concerns 
and  take  heed  to  the  warnings  we  are 
attempting  to  convey. 

More  than  ever  before,  many  in- 
mates (including  myself)  believe  MSP 
is  being  managed  oorly.   From  the  man- 
agement practices  we  believe  lead  to 
the  riot  in  Max  comes  even  more  depra- 
vation in  the  administrative  and  work- 
ing levels  of  this  institution,  to 
double  fold  a  tragedy  I  doubt  the 
State  of  Mo ntana  will  forget  anytime 
soon . 

With  the  current  over -crowd i ng  con- 
ditions of  this  institution,  improper 
and  thoughtless  management  of  social 


conditions  become  a  very  important 
issue  that  must  receive  great  atten- 
tion.  The  management  of  our  society 
(MSP),  with  the  many  issues  that  af- 
fect all  of  us  and  genrate  wide  spr- 
ead frustration,  clearly  define  the 
mismanagement  of  MSP.   The  issues  de- 
stroying our  stability  and  distorting 
our  perception  of  life  are  clear: 
Nine  to  ten  months  waiting  periods  • 
for  movement  to  lower  custody  levels 
and  participation  in  rehabilitative 
programs,  but  only  one  week  waiting 
periods  for  movement  to  a  higher  cus- 
tody level;  inmates  being  forced  to 
work  under  very  stressful  conditions 
with  the  threat  of  custody  increases 
if  we  refuse  to  participate  in  a  job 
assignment  forced  upon  us;  inmates 
being  restricted  from  participating 
in  hobbies  such  as  leather  and  jewel- 
ry which  were  recently  removed  from 
policy;  inadequate  recreation;  lack 
of  quality  education;  and  the  list 
continues;  slow,  disrespectful,  and 
sometimes  indignant  responses  to  in- 
mate requests;  repeated  denial  to 
fair,  impartial  and  equal  disciplin- 
ary haerings,  appeals,  and  grievances 
which  is  evident  through  a  number  of 
inmates  who  are  willing  to  step  for- 
ward with  testimony  of  the  wrongs  le- 
vied against  them  by  this  institution; 
grossly  poor,  inadequate,  slow,  and 
sometimes  outright  dangerous  medical 
practices;  and  the  list  continues. 
Something  must  be  done  to  address  and 
resolve  many  of  the  concerns  the  in- 
mate population  continually  complains 
about  before  frustrations  reach  an 
exploding  point.   The  issues  I  have 
brought  forth  in  this  commentary  are 
only  a  few  of  the  very  issues  that 
are  generating  wide  spread  frustration 
and  could  result  in  an  explosion  of 
anger;  anger  that  will  leave  a  mark 
twice  that  which  was  left  in  the  riot 
of  Max,  anger  that  is  being  generated 
by  the  administrative  social  manage- 
ment policies  of  MSP  being  enforced 
today. 

To  begin  lowering  the  level  of 
frustration  in  inmates,  the  Warden 
of  MSP,  be  he  Jack  McCormick  or  his 

(coninued  on  next  page) 
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(continued  from  preceding  page) 

successor,  must  restructure  manage- 
ment around  the  needs  rather  then 
rt>»  economics.   The  Warden  must  de- 
fine clearly  the  chain  of  command  to 
officers  and  inmates;  begin  to  com- 
municate more  clearly  and  directly  • 
to  the  inmate  population  with  greater 
respect  and  on  a  more  concerning  le- 
vel; begin  to  listen  to  the  concerns 
of  the  inmate  population  that  are   *i 
generating  wide  spread  fruatration, 
anger  and  hate;  stop  treating  inmates 
as  stupid  animals,  and  start  clearing 
the  minds  of  officers  who  have  devel- 
oped hate  for  inmates.   If  Jack  Mc- 
Cormick  is  to  remain  Warden  of  this 
institution  after  the  election  of  our 
state  governor,  he  must  find  the  con- 
cern he  held  for  the  stability  of 
this  institution  five  years  ago  and 
stop  suppressing  the  inmate  popula- 
tion as  much  as  we  are  today.   This 
is  not  a  maximum  security  institution; 
but  rather  a  state  prison  whose  policyKS 
backbone  was  written  by  the  state  leg-ft« 
islature  to  'rehabilitate,'  not  punishgfe 
suppress,  and  destory.   The  administ- 
ration and  officers  of  this  institu- 
tion must  come  to  the  realization 
that  some  of  us  so-called  inmates 
will  be  leaving  this  kingdom  to  re- 
turn to  main  stream  society.   When  we 
do,  all  of  the  social  molding  we've 
been  subjected  to  while  incarcerated 
at  MSP  will  without  a  doubt  begin  to 
emerge  in  our  psychology  and  affect 
our  ability  to  adjust  to  the  free 
wo  r 1 d . 

In  an  effort  to  communicate  as  a 
human  being  to  the  administration  and 
officers  of  this  institution,  I  ask 
you  to  stop  for  a  moment  and  take  a 
good  look  at  the  reality  of  your  pol- 
icies, management  practices,  and  the 
real  effects  they  are  having  on  the 
inmate  population.   I  admit  there  is 
not  a  soul  in  this  prison  who  had  not 
done  society  wrong,  including  myself, 
but  maybe  some  if  not  all  of  us  are 
victims  ourselves  reaching  out  for 
some  kind  of  support.   Maybe  we  are 
the  product  of  a  society  who  has  lost 


value  and  purpose.   Maybe  we  are  a 
people  in  the  greatest  need  for  fam- 
ily love,  support,  care,  safty,  sta- 
bility, dignity,  identity,  and  under- 
standing in  a  society  who  have  for^ 
gotten  what  it  is  to  live  in  peace 
and  freedom,  liberty,  and  equal  jus- 
tice for  all.   Think  about  reality 
for  awhile  and  you  will  surely  under- 
stand the  impact  your  management  prac- 
tices are  having  on  the  human  beings 
of  this  prison,  and  the  future  that 
is  definitely  in  the  making, 
a***********************************; 


RFT I  RED 

Joe  McKown , 
former  head 
of  si  aughter 
house  and 
meat-cutting 


Correction  Officer  Jim  Kilmer, 
right,  is  second  cousin  to  poet 
Joyce  Kilmer,  who  wrote  the  immor- 
tal '"Trees'"   Joyce  was  killed  dur- 
i  n  g  Wo  r 1 d  Wa  r  I . 


I'.V.C 


'I 

We  have  passed  the  first  dec 
Siberian  Express  and  are  well  into  the  i 

first  issue  of  the  Express  rolled  '   of 

1982. 

Thu      ■  editJ     :'  the  weekly  Flyer,  i  s1  rictly  in- 
house  organ  of   the  Montana  State  Prisoi  ,  ted  on 

October  21,  1983  -  ten  years  ago. 

A  list  of  all  the  persons  who  hav   :  uitributed  their 
talents  to  the  Express  and  the  Flyer  would  probably  fil]  two 
pages  of  copy.  They  know  who  they  are  and  their  by-lines  and 
mast-head  credits  have  appeared  in  both  publications,  They 
all  have  our  many,  many  thanks. 

We  would  be  remiss,  however,  if  we  failed  to  mention  the 
undying  loyalty  and  support  of  Warden  Jack  McCormick,  His 
words  of  encouragement  and  constructive  criticism  whenever  he 
makes  an  inspection  trip  to  the  office  are  a  great  help  and 
the  entire  staff  show  their  gratitude  unanimously. 


WTLP  BILL:  '"This  is  the  la   ut 
for  the  next  issue  of        er 

-  it  has  somethj  ne 

-  commi  .'   ,  sports,  questions, 
job  openings,  the  menu,  and.." 


RDEN:  "Vech!  This  is  the  gawd 
'ullest  layout,  you  have  turned 
out  yet  -  absolutely  lousy;  ta 
it  away,  it  makes  me  sick." 
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